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Author's Notes: 
| am pretty excited to post this for you guys..but let me start off by letting it be known that this story 


wouldn't exist if | hadn't had such a crazy experience at my job last week. 


Long story short, this was inspired by a bad windstorm wreaking some havoc on my store -- | work at a dry 
cleaners -- and without giving too much away, let's just say that | immediately thought "Man.wouldn't it be 
something if | decided to put CC and the rest of Poison in this situation???" -- and you know what?! It 
WORKED, so | did. 


Fun fact..During the first year or two that the Poison dudes moved to Los Angeles, they were living in the 
back of a dry cleaning warehouse..so..yes, writing this story was ABSOLUTELY inevitable! --- and writing 
Poison in their early days as youngsters was a lot of fun to do, for a change! Just picture four guys in their 
early twenties trying to navigate life in LA..with no money..no food..and no record deal..while living off of women 
to feed them and get them their essentials.Epitome of glam, am | right?! (Hey, they have a song called "Cry 


Tough" for a reason, ya know!) 


Anywyay..| hope you enjoy..and hopefully get a laugh or two outta this one! (| sure did as | wrote it..especially 
because, like | said, | ain't makin’ this shit up! | have a feeling you might know what the real-life incident was 


when you get to it.lf you do, tell me in the comments! I'm curious to know if you picked up on it!) 


1985 
West Hollywood, California 
CC's POV 


"Holy cannoli" | screech as a blaring howl rings through my ears, along with the sounds of trees violently 


blowing in the wind, "| haven't been in weather like this since my days in Brooklyn!" 


"Who knew California even got wind like this," Rikki mutters in agreement as he quickly wraps his arms around 
his torso as the abrupt breeze continues smacking the two of us, "Last time | was in it was when | was still in 


Pennsylvania." 


As the two of us brave the arduous journey back to our dump of a home in the back of an abandoned dry 
cleaning warehouse, the only thought running through my head is how nervy it was of Bret and Bobby to 


ask us to go out to scavenge for food..in this fuckin’ weather. 


We don't have money for shit ‘cause whatever cash we got is bein’ used to pay rent and print flyers to 
promote ourselves. That's why we're stuck livin’ in a friggin’ warehouse in the first place and most of the 
time we really only get food from the chicks who stay with us after our gigs, but it is what it is, man. This 
is what ya gotta sacrifice to make it big out here, and if the four of us are on the same page about one thing 


it's that. 
We're gonna fuckin make it whether people are ready for us or not. 


If pushin’ through conditions like these means anything in the end, we'll be thankin’ ourselves for continuing on 
even when we wanted to just give up..At least, | friggin’ hope we're right about all of this. We didn't come out 


here for nothin! We got dreams to pursue and if anyone's gonna make sure of that, it's us! 


We also got rent to pay, flyers to create, and gigs to perform just to keep on survivin’ out here. And we also 
need food, but we ain't bringin’ any home tonight, that's for sure. | couldda' sworn that we had some kinda 
leftovers from the other night still at the place, but | guess not. And if we did, whatever it was probably 
rotted. I'd have no issue eating it, though! Isn't that insane? Ya know you're desperate when you're willing to 


eat moldy crap off the corner of a decrepit dusty floor, but ya gotta do what ya gotta do, right?! 
It's all done in the name of future stardom. 
We spend our days and nights hiking along the Strip, standing outside of clubs or bars and handing out flyers 


to whoever happens to pass by. We're constantly on the grind, doin’ everything we possibly can to get our 


name out, and we throw a party whenever we get a chance to! Every gig we defeat ends with a bang, even if 


the people comin’ to see us hate our guts, ‘cause trust me..we got haters That ain't stoppin’ us, though! 


The more traction, the better. 


Every day is an adventure here, and Lord knows | suck at bein’ responsible at times, but isn't that part of the 
fun of it all? The chaos we're livin’ in is half of what makes this lifestyle worthwhile, as crazy as it sounds. 
Gettin’ up in the morning with roaches crawlin all over me, some chick's leg twisted around my body, and 
remnants of booze and week old food scattered across my ratty sleeping bag is just a daily thing for me now; 


for all of us. 

And ya know... starving our asses off ‘cause we have no money to our name..to use for survival, at 

least. And no record deal ‘cause no one seems to wanna engage with us, but it's fine ‘cause l'm still friggin’ 
adamant that we're all gonna make it big somehow. | got no clue how, but itll happen..As long as we keep on 
sellin’ ourselves and scoring gigs, we'll be fine.. 

All| can say is thank god for the fans and women we got ‘cause without them we'd all be dead 

They're really all we have at this point. 

~~ 


"So, whadda' we supposed to tell ‘em when we present ourselves with no food or a damn pot to piss in?!" 


"Eh," Rikki answers nonchalantly as he shrugs his shoulders with a light laugh, "They shouldn't be expecting 


much from us. Its not a secret that we're dirt poor." 


| nod my head in agreement while a crooked smile creeps on my lips at the pathetic conditions we're living by. 
It doesn't take long for me to let out a boisterous cackle. "If that ain't true then | don't know what is!" 


"And plus, we'll probably have a group of chicks waitin’ outside our place to stay the night anyway,” Rikki 


continues with a smirk, "which means we'll be fully stocked with groceries for at least a Iittle while." 


"Ya know," | squawk in curiosity as | once again try to remember how we ran outta food so quickly from the 


right before, "I couldda' sworn some chick brought ova' a pizza-" 


"Oh," Rikki cuts me off with a grimace, clearly uncomfortable at the mention of the food, "Well, | thought you 


knew that entire pie ended up covered in-" 


Before he can finish his statement, | burst out laughing ‘cause it doesn't take a rocket scientist to figure out 
the rest of the explanation. 


"Ah, gimme a break !" | throw my arms in the air as my voice echoes all the way down Palm Grove Avenue. "l 
still woulda’ eaten the thing! Don't ya know I'll eat anything?! Whateva' we had left at the damn place 


wouldda' been fine!" 


"Pizza covered in cum?!" Rikki asks incredulously with a disgusted expression, "I mean, | know we're desperate 


but-" 


"But what?!" | snap back in adamant exasperation, "Look, | don't care what kinda food we get! As long as we get 


somethin’ I'll be pouncin’ right on it!" 


My uncompromising outburst only receives a head shake from Rikki but it's obvious that he agrees with me 
on this, at least partially. | know he finds my antics amusing..Everyone does. And it ain't like l'm spillir! some 
bullshit, either! Desperate times call for desperate measures, and if eating cum-covered pizza takes us one 


step closer to our goals, so be it! 


As the two of us continue our quest, | notice the run-down abandoned building growing clearer in the distance. 
An immediate wave of relief washes through me at the sight ‘cause the faster we get back, the faster we 


escape from this hellish weather. 


Just as that thought runs through my head, I'm overcome by an extraordinarily harsh strike by Mother 
Nature herself. 


"Holy fuck |" | shake my head while my teased bleached mane whirls powerfully in the persistent wind gusts. 
"Jesus, who wouldda’ thought it'd be this brutal gettin’ back!" 


My voice is nearly muffled by how intense the blasts around the area are, and it's starting to feel impossible 
to to screech loud enough to hear myself clearly, especially ‘cause the friggin’ gusts keep on whipping me right 


in the goddamn face- 


‘lm right there with ya, man!" Rikki laments empathetically, "but we're so close! We'll be right back in our 


glorious estate in no time!" 


The cackle that slips outta my mouth at the sarcastic remark regarding our precious dump is strong enough 
to induce a rawness in my throat, but | can't help but find the comment hilarious, ‘cause if Mom knew where | 
was livin right now..God help us all ‘cause she'd be flyin’ right on ova' here ready to smack some sense into 


me. It wouldn't be the first time, trust me. 
Ive been an obnoxious piece of work since | came outta that woman's womb twenty four years ago! 


"Ha-ha!" | shake my head and forcefully cross my arms over my chest in an attempt to control my body 
from nearly toppling over from the strengthened wind gusts as my lips curl into a grimace, "Ya got that 


right-" 


| can't say another word before l'm silenced against my will by the loud clanking of a palm tree crashing into a 
telephone pole. With bugged out eyes and my impulses skyrocketing to the heavens, | snap my gaze over to 
Rikki with nothing but urgency. 


" RUN" 

oe 

The moment that we finally find our way to the desired destination, | let out a loud sigh of relief 

"Oh thank god!" | bellow to the Gods above, attempting to communicate through the violent rustling of the 

It doesn't take a second for the both of us to beeline to the cruddy back door, and after a few failed attempts 
to get the key through the tarnishing lock, we let ourselves inside, only to be met with complete darkness. 
"Home sweeeeet home!" 

The bellow shoots outta my mouth bombastically, and | could swear Rikki is giggling from next to me. 

"The hell are the lights in this damn place?!" | screech, knowing very well that putting on an idiotic act ain't 
gonna do anything but annoy the shit outta Bret and Bobby, but | don't care! That's what l'm here for, 


right?! "Ya know, | thought ya guys would be running right up to the door once ya heard me and Rik come 


here-" 

"Bool" 

"The fuck?!" 

| can't say another damn word before the lights are suddenly turned on, and before | can fully react, I'm met 
with Bret standing directly in front of me with a wide, entertained smirk spread across his face. From behind 
him, Bobby is lounging on the half-decent maroon bean bag with a cigarette in one hand and a can of beer in 

the other. 


"Ha-HA!" | screech in playful dismay as Rikki continues snickering from next to me, "Very funny-" 


Bret doesn't hesitate to casually lean an elbow against my shoulder while shaking his head as Bobby murmurs 


something that | can fully make out from the back 


"Good to see you in one piece, CC," Bret deadpans as he looks into my bugged-out, animated eyes, "I was 


starting to wonder if you'd make it back-" 


"Heyl" | cross my arms in defense. "Ya gotta believe in my ability to keep things togetha' alright?! Even if | 


damn well suck at it!" 


The moronic remark earns laughs from all three of my bandmates, and even | can't help but cackle at my own 


stupidity. Someone's gotta enjoy the idiocy, right?! 


Once the laughter between the four of us dies down, Bret removes his elbow from my shoulder and | 
immediately plop myself down on my grungy sleeping bag, full of rips, stains and remnants of god knows what. 


The sad truth is that the only halfway decent decor we have in this place are these cruddy things. 


The tickling sensation of a cockroach trailing up my forearm creeps up on me the moment that thought 
passes by. Even though I'm completely used to this shit, | can't stop myself from cringing ‘cause we really do 
live in a fuckin’ dump. 


| mean, if anyone took one look at this friggin’ place they'd probably run for the damn hills! The walls are 
practically fallin’ apart, and whatever paint is left on ‘em is peelin' off more and more by the day. The floor is 
covered in soot and corroded concrete, there are questionable blotches of discolored shit in random places, and 
we've made friends with a plethora of different insects. Of course they're only here ‘cause of the rotting 


food we have, but they'll keep us company when we got no chicks... 


There are no fuckin’ windows here, and our bathroom is about the size of a janitor's closet. The toilet we 
have gets clogged with every other use and the mirror is so damn tarnished that it's almost pointless to have 
it in the first place. | guess that's the least of the problems, though. Stylin’ our hair and sprayin’ it up is 
second nature these days. We don't need a mirror for shit, but itd still be nice to have one..ya know, just for 


kicks. 


We hardly have any good lights, but the ones that happen to work constantly flicker and sometimes blow out 
at the most inconvenient times. Since we're tryin’ to save the money we do have to make flyers and pay rent, 
we can't really afford to buy new light bulbs. ‘Cause we're in the back of an old dry cleaning building, we 
always hear the ruckus of the damn machines rumbling throughout the day. It's also hot as shit here ‘couse 
there's no air conditioning, so we have to rely on cheap crappy portable fans which hardly do a friggin’ thing. 
And since it's so goddamn steamy all the time, the ice in our mini cooler that we keep our drinks and food in is 


almost always melted. 


Sure, it's a warehouse so of course it ain't luxury material, but sometimes | still wonder what the hell we're 


all doin’ here like this..In this decrepit piece of ass shack, livin outta garbage bags. 


We're lucky the dry cleaning business owners decided to let us use the back of this shithole or else we'd just 
be on the streets. We gotta take what we can get, ya know? Anything is better than nothing at this point, 
and that's really sayin’ something. 


My train of thought is quickly interrupted by Bret clearing his throat, and | immediately snap my gaze over to 


him with a cocked brow. 


"So," the golden blonde eyes me up and down with a critical stare, but the playfulness in his demeanor speaks 


volumes, "where's the food you said you'd get?!" 


Abbh.. Shit: 
For a second | was really hopin’ that the food thing wouldda’ flown ova’ everyone's heads but | guess not! 


As my stomach churns in slight uneasiness, Bobby smirks from next to Bret but proceeds to shake his head in 


amusement, and it only takes a moment for Bret to do the same. 

"Well ya know..." 

| begin conjuring up an elaborate excuse as to why we came back here empty-handed, making sure to perform 
animated gestures for the sake of entertainment, earning nothing but a subtle eye roll from Bret and a 
shoulder shrug from Bobby. 

"That wind coulda’ knocked us flat on our asses, ya know!" | snap defensively and shoot both guys my best 
pout, while Rikki nods his head urgently through my peripheral vision, clearly playing along, "Ya shouldda’ seen 


the way we struggled! We deserve so much more than what we get for workin’ our butts off!" 


Bret lets out a huff but its obvious that he's at least partially amused by my pitiful woes. "Yeah, you worked 


hard enough to come here with nothing!" 


"Well next time maybe choose a day with better weather," Rikki jokes with light sarcasm, "And plus, | think we 


all know what you were so busy doing anyway.’ 
| immediately break down in a laughing fit at the unspoken truth and can't help but blurt it out myself. 


"Yeah, c'mon Bret," | egg him on deviously as my voice shoots up an octave, "Too busy with someone's pussy 


to help us out-" 


Now Rikki is laughing too, and mischievous satisfaction runs through every limb in my body at the way Bret 
is frying to act so goddamn innocent when he knows damn well that we're both fuckin’ right. 


"| know about that damn pizza, ya know!" | impulsively blabber while trying to coherently formulate sentences 
through my uncontrollable guffaws, "I told Rikki | wouldda’ still eaten that cum-covered crap-" 


"No one said it was my cum" 


"Oh, gimme a break!" | rebuttal at Brets weak defense, "Who else's would it have been?! Everyone knows who 


the biggest fuckboy of this place is-" 


“Alright, you got me," he carelessly surrenders with his hands up as if he's being interrogated by cops while a 
chuckle escapes his lips, "Can't resist, man. The chicks are the best part of bein’ here." 


"Such a whore, | tell yal" | bellow, earning a silent head shake from Bobby as he eyes Bret with raised 
eyebrows, "We all know it! No need to hidel” 


My wisecrack elicits an eruption of uncontrollable laughs and hilarity from each of us, and it's at times like 


these where | feel the most at home with these guys, even while being stuck in a pitiful junkyard. 
we 


After a few more minutes of nonsensical, idiotic banter between the four of us, Bobby cuts to the chase with 


a business-like demeanor. 


"So, tonight," he announces with serious eyes full of intent and determination, "Tonight we gotta really be on 
our game with promoting. We got a full pile of flyers that needa’ go out and | already know a few clubs that 
are holding gigs-" 


Bret quickly cuts him off with urgency, "How many?" 


"Gigs or flyers?" the brunette asks with a cocked brow as he reaches an arm over to the hefty pile of bright 
green paper beside the bean bag he's lounging on, "Look like enough to you?" 


My lips curl into a satisfied grin at the sight of our promotion pile, and | don't hesitate to rub my hands 
together in exhilaration "Oh, we're gonna get ‘em all, baby-" 


Whoooocoosh! 


The sound of the wind forcefully smacking against the building cuts my sentence short and it doesn't take long 
for the four of us to stare at each other with wide eyes. 


"Ya know, fhis is what ya had me and Rik go out in," | bellow the deadpan with a grimace, "in case ya were 


wondering!" 


"Well, you weren't kidding," Bobby murmurs as he takes a hefty swig of his beer while Mother Nature 
continues her performance from the outside, "Sounds pretty bad out there..Hopefully itll die down later on 
‘cause we got important business to take care of" 


"I think we'll be alright," Rikki says with a smile, but the uneasiness seeping outta it is pretty clear to me, "I 
mean, if me and Cec got back here in one piece then we could probably survive hangin’ up a few flyers in it. 


We've been in worse conditions." 


Bobby and Bret nod in agreement while simultaneously answering with a "you got that right!" while a pit of 
slight uncertainty forms in my stomach at the noises induced by Mother Nature's persistence. 


"If we wanna make it big, we gotta endure some of this shit," Bret's voice leaks with confidence and raises his 


brows at me in a somewhat knowing matter, "Right Cec?" 


Why the hell is he askin’ ya that, of all people?! Doesnt he know where ya came from?! Lord knows ya got 
plenty of stories to fell with all the crazy shit ya endured- 


| snicker at my inner dialogue but immediately shift my focus to Bret. 


"Why are ya asking me?!" | question the singer astoundedly with my hands in the air, "| came out here from 


Brooklyn! I've seen some shit-" 

"Oh, | bet you have," Bret replies with a smirk, "I was just messin’ with you!" 

"I ain't jokin’ Bret! | can tell stories for days and compared to some of them, this weather aint nothin!" | 
remark while keeping my armor of self-assurance intact, despite the underlying wariness, "We don't needa’ 
worry! Weill be fine!” 

Before any of us can say another word, l'm immediately taken aback by another gust of wind striking the 
building, this time strong enough to begin rattling the pathetic attempt of decor hung up on the decrepit, 
paint-peelin’ walls. 

Yeah. You'll be fine, alright! Have fun goin’ back out in this crap later, ya moron! 

" Fuckin’ helll" 

| could swear my eyes are just about to bulge outta their sockets as | watch one of our best pieces of decor; 


a prized possession, completely topple off the tarnishing hook of the wall, and now | think it's safe to say that 
we all thought way too soon 


"Holy shit" 


My heart skips a beat as the reality hits me, and within a second I'm drilling a hole into the ground with my 


terrorized stare. 
"Well," Rikki murmurs from behind me in a half-amused tone, "Guess that's the end of that one-" 


" No!" | squawk as | bolt over to the now, shattered and trashed item, "That was our only decent decoration 


here! And /picked it-" 


"Oh, quit being so dramatic!" Bret cuts me off with an eye roll before joining me on the floor to observe 


the precious knickknack. "It's a piece of cheap as--" 


| can't even begin to formulate a rebuttal to the wise-ass ‘cause the friggin’ wind is stronger than any 
argument thats bound to happen between the two of us, and it's really tryin to let all of us know it. 


"Jesus, can ya calm the fuck down already?!" | bellow at no one but Mother Nature, and throw my arms in the 
air with exasperation, "That's my job to be obnoxious! Whaddaya tryin’ to do here?! Kill us?!?!" 


Just as that last remark flies off my tongue, the wind howls again, and this time | could swear the ceiling tiles 
are starting to shake. On impulse, | hop back to a standing position, quickly forgetting about the destroyed 
artifact on the floor ‘cause now we got a bigger fish to fry. 


God fuckin’ help us all ‘cause F that ceiling collapses, we're all goi to HEAVEN’ Or Hell Yeah, hell sounds about 
right but God almighty, my mom betta’ be down on her knees prayin’ for all four of us now- 


"Imagine all of our hard work gettin’ here and makin it big just to die here," Rikki jokes awkwardly while shifting 
his feet from side to side with an uneasy laugh, "Heh, wouldn't that be somethin!" 


| can't help but ruffle my platinum rat's nest with amusement at the statement as | let out a bombastic 


cackle, even though the truth is that I'm really just as freaked as he is about the fiasco we're all in right now. 
‘Oh, itd be something alright," Bobby mutters under his breath, "It'd really be-" 

"Dyin' from the wind?! C'mon now!" | shake my head and shrug off the fear with an animated wave of my 
arm before planting both hands on my hips. "We didn't come all the way ova’ here to die from 

somethin’ dumb! At least let it be extravagant-" 

I'm immediately interrupted by a firm flick on the back of my head by none other than Bret. 

"The hell was that for?!" 


"Use your brain, Deville." 


“Guys, come on," Rikki lightheartealy intervenes with a forced smile, ‘It's fine! Just a little wind! No one's 
gonna die. | was fofally joking" 


Whoooooosh! 


The next time the wind slams against the cruddy wall, | hear a shift coming from up above and when | move 


my gaze up, my eyes widen 


So if we aint dyin’ from the wind, well just be put to our demise by one of those ceiling tiles shiftin’ and fallin’ on 
one of our heads! The wind already did half of it for yal Look at it! ft moved the friggin’ thing outta place- 


‘Oh Christ," Bobby mutters with a pained grimace as he gazes up at the dusty ceiling, clearly dreading the 
inevitable, "That doesn't look good-" 


"No shit!" Bret snaps in aggravation while beginning to pace around frantically, "The next time we get a gust of 


wind like that, who knows what's gonna happen-" 


"Hey now!" Bobby interjects with a tone of hopeful reassurance, "It ain't the biggest problem. This could easily 
be fixed." 


Bret stops pacing and narrows his eyes at Bobby with crossed arms. "Enlighten us, please." 

"With a broom or something," the naturally laid back bassist replies as he stands up from the bean bag with a 
shoulder shrug, “All we need to do is use a tall object to shift the tile back into place. It's an easy fix. I've 
done it before, and | know we have a broom in this place somewhere-" 


| don't let Bobby finish his thought, and immediately volunteer with wide, confident eyes. "I'll do it!" 


" You ?" Bret raises a brow with skepticism as wary sarcasm drips off his tongue, "The diva of the house? 


Didn't know you actually liked to work-" 
"Gimme a break!" | cross my arms with an exasperated pout. "You're one to talk-" 


Bret takes a breath and shakes his head at my rebuttal with an unconvinced groan. "You better not screw 
this up, CC, or | swear-" 


‘Oh would ya stop?!" | adamantly squawk with a prideful puff of my chest, "I got this!" 


Without leaving a moment to spare, | hop outta my seat and begin scanning the homely dump for a broom and 
| know for a fact that we have one in here ‘cause I've definitely had to use it more than once for some reason 


that | can't exactly rememba'--- 


"I know you're in here ya fucka," | mutter with a strong rasp as | suddenly come in contact with a huge dust 
bunny in the corner of the room near our mini fridge, inducing a wave of queasiness. "Ya betta be in here or 


else we're all fucked-" 
"| mean it when | say you better know what the hell you're doing!" Bret warns from the other end of the 
room as my determination strengthens, "We can't afford to break anything in this place! Its fallin’ apart 


enough!" 


"Bret, you gotta give him a chance," Rikki replies, "Just ‘cause he's short it doesn't mean he doesn't know how 


to solve problems!" 


"But of all things, why volunteer when the ceiling's about a thousand feet tall?" 


Ignoring the persistent sarcasm from Bret, | continue searching through every corner and crevice of this 
goddamn place, refusing to let go of the adamancy within. There's a broom here and I'm gonna find it, and 


when | do l'm gonna fix the damn ceiling. We'll come outta this unscathed! | can just feel it- 


Before I'm able to finish my thought, my hand comes in contact with a familiar item, and | don't hesitate to 


grin manically at the realization 


"Hal" | scream with exuberance when | finally find the buried treasure, stuck in the deepest, dustiest, hidden 


corner of the warehouse, "I got it!" 


"Congratulations," Bret deadpans from behind me, and | nearly jump at his close presence, immediately snapping 
my head around to lock eyes with him, "Now prove to us that you can fix this before the wind destroys 
something else in here." 


~ Kew 


After a few arduous attempts to remove the cruddy broom outta the dust and cobweb infested crevice, with 


my breath held for dear life, | finally succeed..but not without bringing out a few cobwebs along with it. 


"Be careful, Cec," Bobby cautions as | begin to make my way over to the spot on the ground directly below the 
defective ceiling tile, "We don't want anyone getting hurt" 


"Stop motherin' me, Bob!" | let out a light laugh and shake my head while | maneuver the broom around and 
point it up towards the ceiling with ease. "lm an expert at shit like this!" A smile immediately spreads across 


my lips. "See, it ain't hard! C'mon now!" 


Although I'm confident that I'll be able to do this, | ain't gonna lie. It's kinda frustrating being so short ‘cause if 
| wasn't it wouldn't be taking this long to get the thing to actually touch the ceiling. It's so close, yet so damn 


far. 
Maybe just go on your tiptoes, ya dumbass! Shouldn't ya have done that in the first damn place?! 


| snicker to myself at my own inner mocking and immediately get on my tiptoes, in an attempt to gain an inch 
or two for my benefit. Sometimes | wish my hair would give me some real height ‘couse right now it would 


be a true lifesaver! 


As | work, through my peripheral vision, Bobby, Bret, and Rikki all watch me in what appears to be great 
interest, while the howling of the wind continues wreaking havoc from the outside. | could swear the door of 
the warehouse is starting to rattle violently from the gusts, and | know for a fact that I'm not the only one 
here who's aware of that. In fact, we all hear- 


"Christ," Bobby murmurs under his breath with dread, "If that door friggin’ pops open right now.." 


Just as those words escape his lips, | manage to get the end of the broom to graze against the surface and 
don't hesitate to jovially cut him off, preventing him from saying another word. 


"Hal" | victoriously cheer with wide eyes, "Got it!" | begin to adjust the broom right under where the tile 
needs to be shifted as | twist my lip with focus. "Now if | just move it a feeeeeny bit-" 


| can't say another damn word before the slight shift ends up being too large of a shift, which ultimately leads 
to the entire fucking tile plummeting down to the ground with a vengeance. The moment it hits the floor, the 


tile completely cracks in half, leaving the already grungy surface covered in more soot than ever before. 


As | watch the catastrophe unfold in horror, my heart skips about a million beats and | abruptly drop the 
broom on impulse, letting it ungracefully crash behind me, creating a horribly similar sound that only 
compliments the destruction caused by the ceiling tile. All| can do is stand frozen in place as | stare wide 


eyed at the sight before me. 


There is nothing but deafening silence between the four of us as we all begin to take in the shit-show that 
just occurred, and I'll be the first to admit that | can't tell if | want to laugh or scream more right now. 
‘Cause surely, a fuckin’ disaster like this would only happen to us! Of course it would! 


Every muscle in my body feels permanently strained and the awkward, uneasy, tension swimming around only 
makes my throat threaten to close up on me. My lips curl into a nervous smile as the shock radiates 
through my limbs, and when | dare to move my gaze away from the wreckage l'm met with a livid glare from 


Bret, one that could easily put anyone to their death if they stare too long. 


"Hehe..." | finally break the silence with an uneasy titter, abruptly forcing an apologetic grimace as | shrug my 
shoulders innocently, "Whoops!" 


More silence follows, and the longer it goes on the closer | feel to jumping outta my skin. If it weren't for the 


ruckus caused by the wind, I'd probably already be friggin’ dead- 


God help all of us! Christ, Mom betta’ never find out about this one! Shed roast me taster than any psychotic 


weather eva' could! 


"Well," Bret drawls in a tone leaking with mere disbelief as the continuous clanking and crashing of destruction 


rings through the entire building, "you really outdid yourself this time...” 

My stomach drops in embarrassment but | ain't gonna lie and say I'm not just a Iie bit amused right now. 
As much as I'm ridden with uncontrollable nerves, ya gotta admit that it's kinda funny. Someone's gotta find 
the humor in this?! Anything to lighten the tension! 


"| mean..." 


My voice trails off as | eye the catastrophic disaster before us, but immediately proceed to let out a loud 
psychotic sounding cackle with my hands thrown in the air. 


"It could be a lot worse, right?!" | squawk and grin marically, which only earns another sharp glare from Bret, 


"| mean, c'mon! We've seen and done a lof worse-" 
"Cec," Bobby whispers from next to me in a hushed warning tone, "I suggest you stop talking-" 
‘Oh, why Bob?!" 


| dramatically widen my eyes in fearful confusion, but still try my best to hide the fact that | know | fucked 
up real bad. 


"Ya know, the warehouse is about a thousand years old anyway! Wasn't this bound to happen-" 


Its true ain't it?! This building's probably been around for ages and whoever says otherwise is such a lar! Come on 
now! If anyone looked in the place theyd be thrown for a loop! Werre living in a fuckin’ gutta’ but thats all we 
could afford right now- 


"The walls were peellin off the friggin’ place before any of this shit happened!" | continue adamantly trying to 
prove my point through louder bellows, which just intensify the jitters in my own body. "So what's a little 
more harm gonna do, right?! Ya guys know someone was gonna wreak havoc! It just happened to be us-" 
My words are abruptly halted by Bobby's hushed tone, again, but this time it's paired with a strong nudge. 


"Cec, cut it" 


| let out a nervous titter at the tension swimming through the room, and finally decide that maybe 
| should shut my big mouth..but then again, what are we supposed to do?! Just stand around and stare at the 


goddamn mess like helpless pussies?? 


"Jokes aside," | attempt to say something worthwhile while still trying to lighten the mood that l'm 
sure can't be lightened, "It's not that big of a deal-" 


lm swiftly cut off by an exasperated groan from Bret, who is dangerously close to my jumpy body now. 
"Oh no, its nota big deall" He snaps with overbearing sarcasm and gritted teeth, "Not at all, CC! Not when we 
can easily be booted outta here for wrecking the damn property!" His arms shoot up to the tragically 


destroyed ceiling as the anger dripping from his tongue intensifies. "No! Not a problem at all-" 


Once again, this place is a damn shithole! Is all l'm tempted to say, but | somehow control my impulses this time 
and just smirk at the idiocy of this entire situation 


"We got lucky with this place even if its a damn shack, you know!" 


Bret continues lashing out in vexation and annoyance, as Bobby and Rikki nonchalantly shuffle on their feet with 


uneasiness. Its pretty clear that we're all kinda at a loss for what to do right now. 
"But you had to go and fuck our chances up with your games!" 


The way Bret emphasizes the last word makes my blood boil and now | can't hold back from reacting. My 


eyes widen in disdain and it only takes a second for me to resume running my mouth in desperate retaliation 


"How was | supposed to know the damn thing was gonna drop to the damn ground?!" | flail my arms around as | 
scream, "Ya wouldn't have known either-" 


"Well maybe this is why someone Faller should have done this, but noooo! Someone had to insist on it 


themselves—" 


| immediately cut him off with a snarl, "Oh, you're so sure of that, aren't ya Bret?! Who says ya wouldn't 
have fucked it up yourself?!" | bellow incredulously as Bret shakes his head in aggravation, "I don't control the 
damn weather!" 


"C'mon guys," Rikki attempts to break our petty argument apart with forced ease, "We don't have to fight 


over a ceiling tile-" 


"Damn right we do, Rik!" Bret snaps, while keeping his irate eyes locked on me, "Cause now we're all at a risk of 


"Oh, don't even say it-" 
Now it's Bobby's turn to interject, and I'm starting to believe that he's inevitably gonna end up becoming the 
permanent peacemaker of this band. The brunette casually trails close to Bret and places a relaxed hand on 


his shoulder, proceeding to rub circles into it. 


"Hey man, we're makin' this a bigger problem than it has to be," he smiles with a soft titter, "| doubt we're 
the only ones who've found themselves in this situation" 


His attempt at dissipating the anger only results in Bret throwing his hand off him with an irritable grumble. 
"Yeah, well other people have a damn place to live and aren't living off of women to survive!" He clenches his 
jaw and abruptly snaps his head up at the trashed ceiling before lamenting, "If we get kicked outta here, we 


have nothing!" 


A light laugh from Rikki follows. "We're not getting kicked out. Calm down-" 


"How would you know-" 


Now, | can't help but blurt out a sarcastic remark ‘cause | don't get what the big friggin’ deal is about crap 
inside this building breaking when the entire goddamn place is a piece of ass. 


"Like the place isn’t falling apart already!" | bellow with a loud, snarky, snicker as | wave my hands around our 


decrepit living space, "It's not like we're living in some grand high-end chateau!" 

My outburst warns distraught expressions from the three and its obvious that Bret is at his wits end now. 
By the look in his eyes, he's one second away from roastin' the crap outta me but | ain't scared of him! Why 
would | be?! | know I'm fuckin’ right! It's about time someone out there agrees with but no one is sayin’ a 
damn thing! 

" What?!" | squawk incredulously at the silent response with wide eyes, "Ya guys know it's fucking truel" 

There is once again, silence, as | desperately try to prove my point for about the one-thousandth time. That 
is, until laid-back Bobby surprisingly breaks it with a tint of annoyance, and ya know things are getting bad if 


he's starting to lose his patience. 


"l'm done with this bullshit," he grumbles under his breath and shakes his head, as he begins walking away 


towards the mini fridge, "| need another fuckin’ beer." 
| pipe up without hesitation at the mention of alcohol, "Make that fwo-" 


Just as I'm about to scatter on over to join the bassist, I'm stopped in my tracks by Bret grabbin a chunk of 


my rat's nest, and | impulsively let out an obnoxious screech. 
"Whaddaya think you're doin-" 


I'm silenced by Bret seething like a rabid animal; teeth gritted and eyes wide. "You are not going anywhere until 


we figure out how the fuck to fix this!" 
| slap his hand outta my hair and snarl with disdain at the commana, "What are ya, my mom?!" 


" No, but maybe you need your Mom here right now ‘cause someone isn't responsible enough to keep their 


living space in check-" 
Oh, like you're one to talk!" | lash back with disbelief and a whole lotta irritation, "Says the guy whose parents 
were this close to shittin' themselves when they came to visit and saw this dump we're in! And you're 


tellin me that | need to- 


‘Guys, enough!" 


| immediately jump at the sound of Bobby's firm voice, and when | snap my head around l'm met with his 
unamused expression, beer in hand. From my peripheral vision, | watch Bret's demeanor completely transition 


from dominant and overbearing to stoic and frozen. 

"Seriously, enough with this crap" The brunette shakes his head with a groan. "Can we just try to handle this 
like adults instead of fighting like fucking teenagers?!! We're grown ass men, not babies who needa’ cry over 
spilled milk" 


"He's right, guys," Rikki adds with a grin of encouragement, "We can figure this out! We just gotta believe!" 


An immediate huff from Bret rings through my ears, following the peacemaking attempts, and | almost wanna 


laugh at the corniness of our drummer's overtly strained positivity. 
"Yeah," Bret rolls his eyes snarkily before shooting me a side-eye, "good luck with that." 
~~ 


After a ridiculous amount of snide remarks and pathetic arguing, the four of us are eventually hit with the 


realization that fighting isn't gonna do anything about the broken ceiling. 


The tension between us is finally lowered enough to be able to engage in a normal conversation, and | think it's 


safe to say that we all feel like complete morons right now. 


As we all stand in a circle, surrounded by the destruction before us, | let out a long dramatic sigh and slap my 


hands to my sides. 


"Well, | guess we could just leave it like this!" | blurt impulsively with a careless laugh as | take in our 


cruddier-than-ever living space, "Ya know, it doesn't actually look foo bad...” 


As if on cue, the second those words fly outta my mouth, a random piece of brick falls from the ceiling 


surface, slamming onto the cracked tile on the floor. 


"Pfft," | snicker again as a few more remnants follow, which induce a crashing that echoes through the room, 


"Okay, | take that back! But | still think we should just leave it! It blends right in with the rest of the place!" 


My joke elicits amused titters from the rest of the guys and now l'm just laughing harder. Ya just cant make 
this shit up! 


"Hey, as long as we're over the petty arguments, I'm fine with whatever," Bobby says before shooting Bret and 
| a' | aint kiddin’ around’ kinda expression. "We don't have time to fight over a little accident. We got 


some serious promoting to do." 


| grin with exuberance, "Damn right, we do!" 


"You know what? You're right," Bret murmurs with a pensive tilt of his head while eyeing the deformed 


ceiling, "We've been actin’ like idiots this entire time because of The." 


" Finally!" | holler in satisfaction and throw my hands in the air like a champion, "It took ya long enough to 
friggin’ agree with me--" 


"Now, now children, let's not get foo riled up!" Rikki waves his hands around in a joking manner as the 


adrenalizing exuberance zaps through my muscles, "Or father Bob is gonna whip our asses!" 
Bobby only shakes his head at the remark, but the smirk spreading across his face speaks volumes. 


"If you start actin’ like toddlers again, then | just might," he warns with a feigned glare of stermness, 
‘Someone's gotta keep this band together, you know!" 


| nod my head confidently, and when | meet Bret's eyes he's doing the same. Before | know it, the two of us 


are shaking hands in a truce. 


‘Sorry for bein’ a dickhead," Bret says with a giggle as he shrugs his shoulders apologetically, "Guess the 
havoc caught me off guard." 


| can't help but let out a cackle, while giving the singer a friendly pat on the shoulder. "All good in da hood, my 
man! Ya gotta love the chaos, though. Wouldn't be a normal day without it!" 


Bret nods his head with a crooked grin. "It's all part of being in Poison, | guess! We're known for being over 
the top, anyway, so you're right." 


There is nothing but giddy snickers of amusement from all four of us after that. 


Soon enough, we all come to an agreement that leaving the cruddy destruction as is isn't an issue and that 


trying to fix it would, in fact, waste a lot of precious time that none of us have. 


"Well, since that's settled," Bobby begins with a satisfied smile, "What do you say we have a little celebration? 


We still have some time before we gotta cover the Strip with our flyers, so we might as well take advantage." 
"Celebrate with what ?!" | blabber incredulously at the proposal with wide eyes, "We got no food or chicks" 


"We'll get some," Bret says with a devilish but exhilarating smirk while eyeing Bobby knowingly, "| 


know exactly where and how.' 
Rikki snickers while shaking his head, "Oh | know you do..| don't think any one of us are doubting that!" 


With that, each of us casually wander around the warehouse with amused smiles, until Bret interjects. 


"Well, what are you all waiting for?" He asks with a horny grin as he gestures to the worn down door, "Let's 


go!" 


Despite the rattling of the destructive wind smacking the building, we all follow in the golden blonde's 


footsteps. One by one, we each slide through the door and out into civilization. 


"Get ready for some action, boys!" Bret announces as the wind smacks us all silly, "I'll bring you right to where 
we get the goods!” 


| barely comprehend the words flying outta his mouth because before my brain can register them fully, I'm 
immediately sidetracked by the cruddy dumpster right outside the warehouse. For some reason, the decrepit 
thing catches my attention, and l'm almost unaware of how quickly | wander off towards it. 


"Cec, what the hell are ya doin?!" 


Rikki's voice rings through my ears from a distance as | intriguingly peek into the dumpster, and | don't have 


enough time to say a damn word before I'm met with the unimaginable. 
No..No friggin’ way!!! 


My eyes immediately widen to the size of saucers as | dig my hand into the pile of junk, just to pull out a 


half-eaten remnant of the infamous cum-covered pie. 


"Hey!" | bellow with excitement from the back of the building as the rest of my band marches down the 
street, "| found more of that pizzall!" 


When my hollers are met with silence, | only smirk to myself before stuffing a piece of the saucy masterpiece 


into my jeans pocket and scurrying on to join the others. 
Ahh.. The joys of livin’ in the gutta’ of Hollywood..Nothin' Ike if. 


The only sounds besides the whooshing of the wind that can be heard are my own bombastic shouts echoing 


throughout the entire city, as the four of us journey on, leaving the memories of our broken ceiling behind. 


